Chapter XV

IN   THE   COURTYARD  OF  THE  SERPENT

I WAS awakened at dawn, after a sound sleep in the castle
stronghold of Mir Said Beg, by a servant who announced
that the mules were already saddled for our journey
further up the mountain to the temple of Satan and the
sacred shrine at Sheik-Adi.

It was for this "unholy" pilgrimage that I had ven-
tured, with some misgivings, to the slope of Mount
Lalesh.

Fortune had 'favored me, and now the Mir himself,
supreme ruler of the Devil-Worshipers in all Asia, black-
bearded, in scarlet turban, with a great black cloak
swathed round him against the morning mists, was con-
descending to be my guide. At his side rode his adoles-
cent son, who, if he followed historical precedents, might
in later years slay the Mir and rule as Black Pope in his
stead. Behind them I rode with my friend the learned
Mechmed Hamdi of Baghdad, and in our rear, on a
donkey, one of Mir Said Beg's servants followed.

We were approaching a sanctuary which few Arab
Moslems or Christians have ever seen, but which they all
discourse about with voluble superstition as a nest of
diabolical mysteries from which one might not return
alive. Now that I was actually among the Yezidees, as
guest of their own prince, I knew that there was nothing
to fear, and wondered as we ro4e how many of the other
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